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And Prices.

CALL EXAMINE, OUR. GOODS

-

Bed-room Suits,
Bureaus, .

Tables,

Tin Safes,

Chairs,

Rockers, . . 1

and
and
and
95 and
40 and
00 and

00

up.
up.
up.
up.
up.
up.

Plain solid facts like these prices speak

for themselves.
plain figuers and at bottom prices.

Everything marked in

Give

us a chance to save you something when

you need anything in our line.

Columbia Paraiture Company,

SQouth-east Corner Square, next to Embry

& Anderson’s, Columbia, Tenn.}
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THE HOME OF

SANTA .. CLAUSE

Can be found at

DOBBINS & EWING',

Who has the largest Stock

CHRISTMAS

AND

WEDDING PRESENTS

IN

Coluizmoiaa

Call ecarly and make your Selections.
DOBBINS & EWINQ.

Telephone 73.

of

DEAD IN THE DESERT.

A CHRISTMAS STORY BY ALFRED R. CAL-
HOUN.

[Copyright, 1801, by LiAmt]:r'm Pross Associn-
0.
T WAS the 24th
_of December,
1870.  wasat that
time in charge of
a division of en-
gineers who were
making a survey
of the Mojave
desert from the
Needles on the
Great Colorado
to Los Angeles
on the Pacific.
For a month
the officers and
men had been
eagerly looking
forward to spending the Christmas holi-
days in the beantiful townof San Ber-
nardino, on the other side of the Sierras.

On the 234 the wagons, pack mules
and all the men, excepting three who
remained back to complete soms Wors
with myself, crossed the range that
separates the Mojave (prononnced Mo-
hav-ee) desert from the flowering aud
fruitful paradise of southern California,

For six weeks we had been working
in the desert, running lines, taking
elevations and plotting our work at
night by the smoky lght of dried
creosote nnd sapless sage brush. At
times we were sixty miles from the
nearest water, and when obtained the
water was alkaline, Many of our pack
mules, maddened by thirst, broke their
ropes and wandered further into the
desert to die.

Hard tack and basecon, and mnot too
much of that, had been the only food of
the men since we entered the desert,
and so the most cheerful became grum,
and the skin of the youngest grew dry
and parched as that of a mummy.

We did our work in silence; even the
officers came to speak in whispers, for
our throats were dry and opur lips
cracked.
it parched as if in a farnace.

The alkali on the level expanses looked
like dazzling snow. The fantastic hills
and mesas were crnmbling and burnirg
up in the forceful and persistent fires of
oxidation. And amid all this the mirave
wonld ap to mock us with lakes and
streams which were reflected the

domes and minarets of grand
oriental cities, such as might have been
bnilt by the genii of architecturs.

ft was half past 5 in the afternoon,
and we hoped to reach the pass by dark,
where fresh horses would carry us to the
town before midnight and Christmas

day.

x.a our horses staggered on, weé saw
three vultures rising from a dark object
a little"to the right. A glance through
my field glass revealed the cutlines of &
prostrate man snd horse, strotched out
side by side,

Years of this wild life had accustomed
ns to ench sights. Yet as our hearts
were full of thoughts of the joyoua
Christmas days of the past and .of the
rest, fresh food and water for bathing,
which we were to enjoy on the morrow,
there was something inexpressibly sad
in the presence of death at such & time
and at the foot of the purple mountains,
beyond which lay Eden.

We reined in our thin, panting horses
and dismounted. In that atmosphere no
organio substance decays—it shrivels up
and becomes as hard and indestructible
as the glistening voleanic rocks that sur-
round it; but enough remained to tell
us that the Liorse had once been & noble
creature, and the saddle and equipments
were such us the wealthy Mexicans of
southern California delight in.

The man was of medium bheight, and
the carbine, pistols and knife, still belied
about his shrunken walst, indicated abil-
ity to resist. He was young. The long,

dark hair and the silky mustache,
thirough whi~h the white teeth gleamnea,

told this. We opened the saddlebags
and found §200 in gold, the titles toa

lot of Californin mining lands made®uty”

to one *Louis Bolton,” and a bundle o
Jetters tied with a blue ribbon. -

In the middle of the bundle there were
two vignettes—one that of a sweet faced,
motherly lady, the other that of a beau-
tiful girl, the name “Dora™ at the bot-
tom of the picture being surroundsd by
s delicately painted wreath of forget-
menots,

These letters were dated at “The
Elms,” but, as the envelopes were de-
gtroyed, there was nothing to indicate
the town, stute or land. Omne read as
follows, and, cnrionsly enough, it was
dnted Christmas eve, a year before:

“My Darring Boy—I think of youn at:
all times, but on Christmas eve you fill
my heart so that I can think of nothing
glse, and if it were not for Dora, who
has come to cheer me, I fear I counld not
stand it. *“Where is my Louis tonight?
This question hannts me, and I picture

ou out in the deserts of that wild land,
Emmﬂm and friendless, still hanting for
gald. Ah, my boy, come back! Begtrr
poverty than this awful anxiety, But

Everything with moisture in |

vein, and it ended, *“With™ Iove ma\
kisses and blessings from Mother.”

The next letter was also written at
“The Elms" on Christinas eve, just a year
before. 1 cannot pretend to quote it in
full, but every line bespoke a mnoble
womanhood and a profound love for the
abeent Louis,

“Do not think me impatient,” she
arged, **but [ feel mwore and more that
wealth does mot mean happiness, and
that the noblest manhood is not devel-
oped in the fierce struggle for gold, And
then, mny dorling, the world is not so
full of objects worthy our love that we
gan afford to live our brief lives apart.

“You must not think that I am indif-
f-rent to the self denial you exert and
the snfferings you endure. 1 often fancy
| myself & man ont seeking my fortune in

that land of wonders; but I shndder
when I think that yon are surrounded
| by the dangers which my funcy conjures
- . #

| **Nero, grown fat and lazy, lies at my
feet as I write. I call your naine, ‘Louis!
and the dog starts up and

| my Louis!"

]

Ay - ‘-l. _.._ - -
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/ Y /i STRETCHED SIDE BY SIDE
‘ '-_Er;yﬁ‘- J; rushes to the door with
1 i * a joyous bagk, but he
hears no loved voice or footstep, and he
pomes back dejected and lies down with
s moan. Al, dear boy! if that dumb
brute monrns vour absence, how maust it
be with nsi” & *

And so the letter went on, full of love
and gossip and gossip and love, till it
suded with “Ever and forever, Dora.™

We laid the body at the base of a vol-
canic cliff, and covered it with stones Lo
save it from the wnltares, then we dis-
tributed the arms and saddlebags, s0 as

to eave our horses, and resnmed our

march for the west, where the peaks of

the purple Sierras glowed like mighty

fire opals in the light of the setting sun.
‘ We found fresh horses at the pass, and

then, although guite tired, we pushed on
with all speed for the beautiful town of
San Bernarino.

We were oud of the desert. The ndor
of orange blossoms and perennial helio-
trope filled the air, and the ripple of
water came to our ears whenever we
reined in our harses,

Thers never was such a clear, glorious
Christinas eve since the wise men from
the east followed the star to Bethlehem
| and the manger in which lay the Chriss

child. Lights flashed throngh the groves,
indicating the happy abodes of settlers,
and now and then weo henrd a song that
told of hcme, and the musical laughter
of children vhose special eve it was.

We found the hotel ablaze with light,
There were
wreaths and ban- =——
ners over windows
and doars. There

were flowera and i

A WEDDING PRESENT.

= the faces of beautiful

NS waomen and handsome

men wherever one torned. From the

wide parlors came the rythmic fall of
feet apd the swell of music.,

Here wa: Eden, but on asking the
landlord the reéason for these festivities,
he replied:

“It is & wedding. Mr, Lonis Bolton,
whose bride and mother reached here
yestorday from the east, was married to-
night.”

“Lonis Bolton?” I repeated, and I
thought of the dead man out on the
desert.

“Yes; here he ia, Let me introdoce

The landlord introdnced me to a tall,
hangsome young man, and ] at once
took him to my room and showed him
the arms and saddlebags.

As scom as he eaw the titles, he threw
his artns about my neck, and to my sar-
prise be kissed me and shouted:
© “You have bronght a wedding present
that makes me rich, rich as any honest
man wants to bel”

Briefly, Mn .
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months before By 8 Mexican desperado
pamed Guan Chanz. The man waa
shased into the desert where he perished,
and so my sympathy was wasted.

I met the dear mother, and I met |

“Dora” that night, and I drank to their
health and prosperity as the church bells
rang in Christmas day.

Early Christmas Carols.
Christmas carols have been sung ever
since the rude tribes of Germany were
ponverted to Christianity, There are
books by the score containing hundreds
of them. Bishop Taylor observes that
the ““Gloria in Excelsis,” the well known
bymn sung by the angels to the shep-
bherds at our Lord's Nativity, was the
enrliest Christmas earol. Bourne cites
Durandus to prove that in earlier ages
of the church the bishops were accns-
tomed on Christmas day to sing carols
among their clergy. The original of the
Anglo-Norman carol (translated by
Dounce) of the date Thirteenth century

I8 in the Brf .«<h museunm. It begins:
Now, Lo dings, listen to our ditty,
Strangers coming from afar;

Let poor minstrels move your pity,
Give us welcome, soothe our care.

In 1521, . yokyn de Warde printed a
set of Christinas carols. One of them was
“A Carol b, 1gyng in the Bore's Head.”
Chaucer alindes to it in his “Frankleins
Tale:"

James sitteth by the fire with double berd
And he drinketh of his bugle-horne the w‘in.

Before him standeth the Uraune of the tuosked
awine.

BiLLY"S SANTA CLAUS EXPERIENCE.

F COURSE 1

 dom't believe in

)\ any such person

s ns Santa Clans,

' but Tommy does.

¥}/ Tommy is my lit-

¥ tle brother, aged

six. Las Christ-

mas [ thought I'd

make some fun

for the young one

by playing Santa

Cluus, but as al-

ways bappeuos

i) when 1 try to

amuse anybody I jes got myself into
trouble,

I went to bed pretty early on Christ-
mas eve 80 as to give wmy parents a
chance to get the presents out of tle
closet in mamma's room, where they bad
been locked up since they were bought.
I kep my close on except my shoes, and
Futmynightgownom them =0 aaI'd
ool white if any of them came near me.
Then I waited, pinchin myself to keep
awake, After awhile papa came into
the room with a lot of mngathst he
dumped on Tommy's bed. Then mam-
ma came in and put some things on
mine and {n ony twa atockings that were
bung up by the chimney. Then they
both went out very guiet, and soon all
the lights weant out toa,

I kep on pinchin myself and waitin
for a time, And then when I was sure
that everybody was asleep I got up. The
first thing I went into was my sister's
room, and got her white fur rug that
mamma gave her on her birthday, and her
sealskin cap~ that was bhanging on the
closet door. I tied the cape on my head
with ghoestrings and it made a good big
cap. Then I put the fur rag around me
and pinned it with big safety pins what
I found on Tommy's garters. Then 1
got mamma's new scrap basket, trimmed
with roses, what Mrs, Bimmons broid-
ered for the church fair, and piled all of
the kid's toys into it I fastened it to
my baek with papa's suspenders, and
then I started for the rool.

I hurt my fingers some opening the
scuttle, but kept right on. It was snow-
ing hard and I stood and let myself get
pretty well covered with flakes. Then
I crawled over to the chimney that went
down intoonr room and climbed up on
top of it. I had branght my bicycle
Inntern with me and I lighted it so as
Tormmy could see me when I came down
the chimney into the room.
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CLIMBED UP ON TOF OF I\

There did not seem tobe

tnside the
bold on by my

J

suppose I went

not know about

Then I woke

dark with my head feelin
when I tried to tamn over in

my arms and legs began to hurt
ble, mostly one arm that was
doubled up. I tried to get up, but I
couldn’t becanse my bones hurt so and I
was terrible cold and there was nothing
tostand on. 1 was jes stuck. Then I
began to cry, and pretty soon I heard
mamma'’s voice sayin to papa:
“Those must be sparrers that are mak-
ing that noise in the chimney. Jes
tonch & n:atch to the wood in the boys'

I heard papa strike a light and then
ths wood began to crackle. Then, by
jinks! it began to get hot and smoky and
1 soreamed:

“Help! Murder! Pat out that fire lest
yon want to burn me up!”

Then I heard papa stamping on the
wood and mamma calling out:

“Where's Billy? Whers is my chile?

Next Tommy woke up and began to
cry and everything was terrible, special-
ly the peins all over me. Then papa
called out very stern:

“William, if you are in that chimney
come down at oncel” and I answered,
cryin, that I would if I conld, but I was
stnck and couldn't.

Then 1 heard papa gettin dressed,
and pretty soon he and Johm from t. »
stable went np on the roof and let down
ropes what I put around me and they
haunled me np.

It was jes daylight and 1 was all black
and sooty and scratched and my arm
waa broken.

Everybody scolded me excep mamma,
I had spoiled my sister's whits rug, and
broken all of Tommy's toys, and the
snow what went in through the scuttle
melted and marked the parlor ceiling,
besides I guess it cost papa & good deal
to get my arm mended. Nobody wonld
believe that I had jes meant to make
soms fun for Tommy, and my arm and
all my bruis.d places hurt me awful for
along time. If [ live to be a million I
am never goin to play Santa Claus agin.

CorNELIA BEDMOND,

OLD TIME RHYMES,

Some Qualint Christmas Verses of Other
Days.

I$ was Thomas Tusser who, nearly
three and a half centuries ago, advised
all people to at—

Christmas play and make good cheer,

For Christmas comes but once o year,
in his gnaint book, entitled “Five Hun-
dredes Pointes of Good Husbandrie,”
but it was previous to this that thure
had been issmed & mock play called
“Alexander and the King of Egypt,” the
conclusion of which is given in Ray's
“Collection of Proverbs,” as follows:

Bounoce Buekram, velvets dear,

Christmas comes but once & year;

And when It comes it brings good cheer,
Bat when it's gone, it's never the near.
!‘:‘ote—ﬂounm Buckram 1is equivalent to
w away your old clothea.™]

Again, in a rare tract published in
1608, are the lines:

Let's dance and sing and make good oheor,

Far Christias comes but once a year,
Herrick, in his “‘Hesperides,” treats:

Of Christmas sports, the Wassell Boule

That tost up, after Fox-{"-th'-hole;

Of Blind-man buffe, and of the care

That young men have to shooe the Mare;

Of Ash-heupes, in the which yo uso

Husbands snd wives by streakes to chuses

Of crackliug laurell, which fore-sounds

A plenteons harvest to your grounds,

A writer m The Gentleman’s Magagine
for May, 1784, tells us that “‘the drink-
ing the Wassail bowl or cup was, in all
probability, owing to keeping Christmas
in the same manner they had before the
Feast of Yule. There was nothing the
northern nations so much delighted in
as carousing ale, especially at this sea-
gon, when fighting was over. It was
likewise their custom at all their feasta
for the aster of the house to fill a large
bowl or pitcuer, to drink out of it first
himself, and then give to him that sat
pext, and 8o it went arpund.”™

In Poor Robin's Almanac for 1677, in
the beginning of December, he observes:

Now blocks to cleave this time requires

‘Gainst Christmas for to make good firea,
which salutary advice is etill to be heed-
ed in northérn latitudes,

The Yule log figurea largely in all the

: of the Thirteenth, Fourteenth and

th eenturies, and of this Herrick
sAyS1

Coma, bring with a nolse,

My merry, merric boys,

The Christuas Log to the firing,
While my good Dame, she
Bids ye all be free

And drink to your heart's desiringg
“With the last year's Brand
Light the new Block,” and

Fuor good success fnu his spending,
On your psalteries play,

That sweet luck may

Come while the Log s a-teending.
Drink now the strong beere,
Cut she whits loafe here

The while the meost is a-shredding;
For the rare minoce ple
And the plums stand by

To fill the paste that's a-kneading.

ALnert P, SOUTHWICK.

CHRISTMAS APHORISMS.

Pope Telesphorus, who died before the
middle of the Becond century, deserved
canonizing, if for nothing else, for insti-
tuting Christmas as a festival. It haa
been celebrated ever since in all Chris-
tlan lands, and has given more happi-
ness to children than any day in the
calendar. Making children happy is
the essence of Christianity.

Of late years, Christmas has become
far more a domestic and merrymaking
holiday than a religions one. But itis
religions in the best sense, since it is a
day of peace and rest, and opens the
beart to human needs and bhuman sym-
pathies.

The most satisfactory way to observe
Christinas is'to do a# least one good act
to some of auy fellows. The conscious-
pess of doing such an act will inspire us
ta do others, and so sanctify the day.as
to make it ever welcome.

Christmas is always associated with
the good Jesus who, whether regarded
as God or man, was tne purest, kindest,
poblest being that has walked the earth.
He has inspired love in saint and sinner,
fn devotee and skeptio alike, Men may
wrangle about creeds; but abont Jesus
and his beautiful life there ean hardly
be any difference of opinion, for he pitied
all who saffered and strove to heal every
aching heart.

Christmas has gradually evalved out
of ita theolcgy and has come to stand for
& festival of love. Therefore all men
loveit, for thronghout the universe lave
is born of love and is worshiped fer ita
own sake,

A clear conscience furaishes the best
digestion for a Christmas dinner.

Christmas {s a day to form good reso
lntions. It is easier to form theam on
that or any other day than to keep
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ANEEDLESS WASTE

Of money is a frequent thing with improvident persons
who go around complaining of

ARD TIMES

and say they “don’t see how they are to get along in this
world.”

STOP COMPLAINING,

but put on your thinking cap, and we will suggest a reme-
dy for you, that will make you

HEALTHY, WEALTHY AND WISE.

Take our advice this time, whether you have ever done it
before o» not,

BUY OF US?

We candidly assert that we are in a position to sell, and do
sell better values for less money than any house in town.

Dry Goods, Clothing, Shoes and Furnishing Goos.

Don’t fail to examine our stock before buying any of the
above mentioned goods. We quote a few of our bargains
on the icside page this week.

Mayes, Walker & Erierson.
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